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Don't Mind the Distance 


Author's Notes: 
This is what happens when certain people tell me things they've done in bars. They really shouldn't do that, 


especially when | have such a vivid imagination.. 


A lot of people think it's hard to be the only sober one in a bar when you're a recovering alcoholic, surrounded 
by liquor and the people drinking it. On the contrary, it's a very good reminder of why | quit in the first place. | 
get to see those same people making complete and utter asses of themselves. What's hard about that? Alll | 
have to do is sit back and watch. Free entertainment, who would pass that up? Besides, my friends are fucking 
hilarious as fuck when they're off their asses, and right now, | need all the cheering up | can get. | always do. 


Right now, Munky and Head are in a belching contest. Thirty-fucking-five years old-almost thirty-six-and 
they're having a belching contest. Only in my band.. 


"That was not fucking five seconds. Go again!" Head shouted. 


"I can't! I'll fucking throw up," Munky protested. "Actually.." His face took on a pensive, thoughtful expression, 


and Head's eyes widened (as much as they could, which wasn't much) as he pushed his chair away from the 


decidedly green-looking James. 

"You puke on me, buddy, and I'll fucking piss all over youl" he threatened. 
"Like you never have!" 

“That was ages ago!" 


"Three weeks," | said, squinting through cigar smoke. They both turned to me with ‘you-stay-out-of-this! 


expressions and went back to bickering. | swear, those two are fucking married. 


| listened to them threaten each other with various bodily fluids-and some that were not fluids—for a while. 
Toilet humor is what | laugh at the most, I'll admit. | was waiting for them to ask me what | was laughing at, 
but they were too wrapped up in their own argument to pay any attention to me. That was fine. For the hour 
or so after we showed up-when they were still sober-| had grown fairly annoyed with the questions as to 


how | was. | swear, if one more person asks if I'm okay, l'm going to stub my cigar out on their forehead. 
"Well look who it is!" 


A female voice to my left startled me. My brain registered it and immediately caused me to turn my head, 
and my eyes to settle where a pair of breasts would be. Hello! Nice view. Then | registered whose voice it was, 
and my eyes obediently shifted higher, to a face. Yes, | know women have faces. | can't help it if they have 
more interesting bits of anatomy elsewhere, can |? Oh wait.. her boyfriend is here too! Stay put, eyes... no 
wandering around where you shouldn't be. | had no desire to have one or both of them blackened before the 


night was over. 


"Hey, Tamsin. Wayne," | said, hoping neither of them had caught my lazy eyes or where they had been. They 
didn't seem to have. | leveled my gaze at the table in front of me, just to be safe. | don't think Wayne would 


care if | ogled some Formica. 


"Hey, Jon," Tamsin greeted, taking the seat next to me. Wayne merely mumbled something that could have 
been a hello and took the seat beside her. | felt a tug on my hair and looked over to see her inspecting it with 


a critical eye. | repressed a sigh. Yes, | knew | was neglecting my hair. What can | say? l'm lazy. 


"You should come by the salon and let me redo your ends," she was saying, running her fingers through it. | 


didn't protest. It felt nice. "And you need your color done. You're going blonde again 


| shrugged and took a drink of my soda that was slowly losing its fizz. There was about a quarter inch of 
melted ice on the top. | grimaced. Seven dollars for a glass of T-up | wouldn't even finish. Tamsin was still going 
on about the sorry state of my hair, while Wayne was watching us both with slightly bored amusement. | 


could practically hear his thoughts: See what / have fo deal with? Aint it fun? He didn’t look to be in the mood 
to help bail me out, either. Fucker. 


Not long after, Nick joined us, beer bottle in hand, and sat across from Wayne. | hadn't even noticed he was 
here. He glanced curiously at Head and Munky who had left off their argument and were now playing quarters. 
They were both so tanked they couldn't even hold the coins between their fingers. That was okay, though. 
Apparently, they had changed the rules of the game so that you didn't actually have to bounce the quarter 
into the glass in order to drink it. 


| was waiting for Tamsin to ask me how | was, but she didn't. | always knew she was a smart girl, and I'd hate 
to have to put my cigar out on her pretty little forehead. Besides, | don't think Wayne would take too kindly to 
that. Actually, | knew he wouldn't. | still remembered the time he broke a guy's nose for stepping on her foot. 
And that had been an accident. 


"Ah, shit," she said instead. My eyebrows lifted | was so used to her being a lady that | was always surprised 


to hear her use vulgar language. "Look who else is here." 


| followed her gaze. "Fuck," | said, with feeling. There, at the bar, tits practically falling out of her top, was 
Leannah. 


Long story short, we used to fuck. Used fo. That was before | realized what | was sticking my dick into. Now, | 
would be perfectly happy if | never saw her face again. Unfortunately, she had an eerie talent of showing up 
wherever | was when | went out. | could probably go to a pay toilet and she would show up. Depending on what 
had happened the last time we'd met, she would either try to hook up with me (as if | would ever fuck her 
again) or try to hook up with another guy in a pathetic attempt to make me jealous. They never worked, of 
course. If anything, | felt sorry for the guy. If | caught him alone, | would try to warn him off, but none of 


them ever seemed to listen. Oh well, their problem, not mine. 


Luckily, she hadn't seen me yet. | turned my chair a bit and propped my head up with my hand shielding the 
side of my face. Tamsin and Wayne were looking at me with a mixture of sympathy (mostly from Tamsin) and 
amusement (entirely from Wayne). So far, the three of us were the only ones to notice her. Nick was looking 
from me to the bar and back again with confusion, and Head and Munky were still playing their stupid drinking 
game. Very loudly, | might add. If Leannah heard either one of them, she would undoubtedly look this way. And 
if she did that, she would see me, back to her or not. It is a fact that | have a very.. distinctive physical 


appearance. 

"You don't think that's going to work, do you?" Wayne asked me with a little smirk that, at the moment, | would 
have loved to smack off his face. Not that smacking him any other time would be better, but if Tamsin 
weren't sitting between us, | might have been sorely tempted. I'd get my ass beat, but at least I'd have gotten 
the first hit in. 

"No," | said truthfully. "What's she doing?" | didn't dare turn around. 


Wayne's eyes cut to the bar and widened imperceptibly, his smirk returning ten-fold. "Staring at you." 


| whipped around-forgetting to be subtle-and sure enough, she'd spotted me. When she saw she had my 
attention, she brought her drink to her mouth and seductively sucked on the straw. My stomach twisted. One 
heavily-made-up eyelid dropped in a wink. God damn, could she be any more fucking obvious? People between 
us were actually turning around to see who she was flirting with. | turned back around to avoid the curious 
stares. 

"This is so Junior High," Tamsin complained. 


"Hush up, Jailbait," Wayne returned. Tamsin rolled her eyes at the old pet-name. She was only twenty-one. 


"I just mean," she went on, speaking to me-as if | was any more likely to take heed, "that this whole thing is 
immature and childish." 


"Well what do you suggest?" | asked, half-humoring her, and half hoping she would impart some vast knowledge. 
She was pretty smart, and this chick mind-game shit probably made sense to her. 


"Well, if you really must go the childish route, why not just make out with someone in front of her?" 

"What?" Wayne and | said in unison. He was looking at us both with murder written all over his face. 

"I didn't mean with me!" Tamsin assured us both, though | was pretty sure it was mostly for Wayne's benefit. 
"Well who else is there?" | asked, forgetting that | hadn't even agreed to it yet. 

"How about Wayne?" she offered without missing a beat. 

"What?" This was yet another Jonathan/ Wayne duet, risen another few octaves. | actually thought our voices 
sounded pretty cool together. It seemed other people thought so too, because we had about seven or eight of 
them staring at us. Head and Munky had stopped trying to bounce quarters (they had managed to lose about 
two dollars worth on the floor already) and were looking at us. Even Nick-who could be counted on to be 
oblivious to everything-was watching. 

"What?" Wayne hissed, more quietly but no less emphatically. 

| didn't say anything. If my head weren't propped up with my hand, it would have fallen to the table. The girl 
was absolutely serious. Instead of bursting into laughter as she would have done if it were a joke, she was 
looking back and forth between us with a defensive look on her face. 

"Why not?" she asked. "It would be so perfect" 


"Tam, you're not suggesting | kiss him?" Wayne sounded as if he were trying to talk sense into her. 


"Yes." 


"No." 
"Why not?" 


"Because!" He looked at me, and if | hadn't been one half of the problem, | would have found the expression on 


his face funny. As it was, | probably had the mirror image of it on my own. He looked back at her. "No!" 

"Come on! What girl wouldn't get pissed over her ex kissing another guy and thinking she'd turned him off 
women?" Tamsin's logic was sounding more and more like Arabic to me-sure, it sounded nice, but did it make 
sense? Fuck no. 

"Make Nick do it," Wayne suggested. 

From the sound of it, Nick must have been taking a drink of his beer when this particular statement was 
made. He spit it out in a jet, and | felt some of it hit me. Tamsin screwed her face up as it sprayed across the 
table, but fortunately it didn't reach her. Wayne just gave him an irritated, disgusted look and tossed him a 


napkin. 


"No way!" Nick protested. | turned to give him a look over my shoulder. "No offense, Jon," he said, "but no way 


in hell am | doing that" 

"Think I'll give you gay?" | asked, pretending to be hurt. He threw his napkin at me. 

"You're not going along with this, are you?" Wayne asked me, incredulous. | just looked at him and shrugged. 
"If it will get her off my dick," | said, gesturing with a tilt of my head towards the bar. 

"You're both fucked," he said, shaking his head. 

"So you'll do it?" Tamsin asked. 

"| didn't say that!" 

"We're waiting on you, here. Yes or no?" 


"I thought | told you several times already. No!" Wayne slouched back in his chair, arms crossed over his 


chest. 


| couldn't help it. The attitude of a petulant child and Wayne's appearance just didn't quite jibe. His hair was 
done up like usual, his beard tied off with blue beads that perfectly matched the shirt he was wearing. His 


nails were painted black and silver. | laughed. 


That got me a patented Wayne Static glare. The one he usually saves for the assholes that throw shit at him 
on stage; the one's he usually dedicates /m With Stupid to just before they start it. It didn't stop me from 


laughing, and only seemed to make it worse. 
"Wayney," Tamsin said, turning to him in her chair and taking his hands in both of hers. "Please?" 


"Don't call me that," he said, and the pout that accompanied his words got me laughing even harder. He glared 
at me again before turning back to her. "You probably just want to see me make out with another guy, you 


pervert." 


"Mister Pot, I'd like to introduce you to Miss Kettle. Miss Kettle, Mister Pot," | said. | couldn't help it. The 


situation had just become too surreal. My coping mechanism had kicked in. 
"Thank you, Jon," Tamsin said distractedly. 


She turned back to Wayne, and | could tell without even seeing her face that she was giving him The Look. He 
squirmed in his seat, trying to avoid looking at her face. The Look was when she made her already large brown 
eyes impossibly huge and dewy, as if she was about to cry. She reminds me of an anime chick when she does 
that. She always gives me that look when she's trying to get me to change some of my habits if she thinks 
its hurting me. Like when she tried to get me to stop eating peanut butter sandwiches with chocolate Nesquik 
morning noon and night. Or when she wanted me to change my shampoo that was giving me dry scalp-the kind 
| only used because | liked the smell. What did | care if my scalp was dry? Its hard to find good-smelling 


shampoo. 


Wayne should have been able to build up a tolerance for it, seeing as he lived with her. Alas, he was much 


more susceptible to it than | was. He caved after less than a minute. 
"You really want this to happen?" he asked, sounding resigned already. 


"| don't really want you to make out with someone, no," she said, and another little twist to her logic reared its 


ugly head. "But if it will piss off that skank at the bar, then I'm all for it" 


Wayne looked over at me, looking at me closely. | started to get a little uncomfortable, because | knew he was 
looking at me like that because he was thinking about kissing me. And not only that, but | also have a bit of a 
crush on Mister Static. I'd even go so far as to say I've thought about making out with him once or twice. 
Actually, it's more like a couple dozen, but that's not the point. The truth was, this whole situation was rapidly 


turning from funny to nerve-wracking. 
Its just a kiss, | thought. You've made out with guys in bars before. Whats the big deal? 


The big deal was, I've never done it for any other particular reason, other than because | wanted to. Mind, | 
was usually drunk or high (a lot of times both) and so was the other guy. | was stone cold sober, and from 


what | could tell, Wayne hadn't had enough to drink tonight to make him even the slightest bit inebriated. He'd 


been nursing that Kaluha since he'd sat down. 


So there it was; two sober guys, about to kiss each other, at the request of one guy's girlfriend, to make the 
others ex jealous while she watched How do | get myself into these situations, again? Oh, that's right. My dick... 


"Fine," Wayne said, and it took me a moment to realize he was actually agreeing to this farce. Holy shit, | didn't 
think he actually would. The last of my amusement dribbled away, to be replaced with a kind of nervous 
anticipation. Whether it was for the kiss to happen or for it to be over, | didn't know, and | guess it didn't 
really matter. The kiss would happen either way. 


"Okay," Tamsin said, and seemed to kick into director-mode. "Jon, stand up like you're going to leave to the loo 
or something." The loo? Oh yeah, she's an Aussie. "Wayne, you should get up after him like you're going with 
him, but grab him instead and plant one on him. But make sure Jon is facing in her direction" 


We both just looked at her for a moment. And people thought Wayne and | were messed up? Then we looked at 
each other, a silent conversation passing between us. 


Are we really doing this? Wayne's raised eyebrow asked me. 
| guess so, my shrug answered. Ready? | asked with a nod towards the bar. 
| guess, Wayne's nod told me. 


| got up from my seat, and | swear, it has never taken me that long to stand up in my life. Well, there was 
that time | did so much coke | couldn't feel my legs. | turned towards the bar, and just as | had suspected, 
Leannah was staring right back at me. As | looked, she smiled the smile that | used to think was sexy until the 
mere thought of her mouth revolted me. She turned around on her stool, leaning her elbows on the bar behind 
her, and | saw she was wearing a mini-skirt to show off her legs. Instead of being turned on, | only thought to 
myself how much | wanted to break them. 


Behind me, | heard Wayne pushing his chair back, and saw him approach me in my peripheral vision. He put his 
hand on my arm, as if to get my attention, and | looked over at him. He was watching the bar out of the 
corner of his eye to make sure she was watching. | knew he wouldn't go through with this if there was a 
chance she wouldn't see it. Out of the corner of my own eye, | saw Leannah's face cloud over with confusion 


at how close Wayne was standing to me and how he hadn't let go of my arm. 
"| can't believe we're doing this," he said. 


"Me either." | could feel his hand on my arm through the fabric of my shirt. It almost felt like it was burning. 


"lIl owe you one if this works: 


"Damn right. Dumb bitch has no idea what's going on, does she?" 


"Not a clue," | answered. 


"Tamsin is over by the pool tables with her cell phone to take pictures of this whole thing. She said she knew 


how much you'd like to see the look on her face." 


When | felt Wayne's hand slide down my arm to fold around my own, | had to fight the urge to twitch away. 
He squeezed my hand in warning. "Shut up," he said, already on the defensive. "You want her to believe this or 
not?" 


| could only nod slightly and try to even out my breathing. | realized that, from her spot at the bar, this little 
conversation must look pretty damned intimate, especially with the way Wayne was holding my hand and talking 
into my ear. | actually had to lean down a bit, as | was a few inches taller and that only added to the effect. 


"Ready?" he asked, and | envied him the ability to hide his nervousness so well. | knew he must be. What 


straight guy wouldnt be nervous about kissing another guy? In public, no less. 
"| guess," | muttered. 


It was almost anti-climactic. We leaned towards each other and bumped our lips together. At first, neither one 
of us made any move to actually kiss the other. We just stood there with our mouths touching. After a few 
seconds, we realized this probably didn't look very convincing. | hesitantly took the initiative, expecting any 
moment for Wayne to pull away, call me a fag and punch me in the face. Imagine my surprise when it not only 
didn't happen, but he began to kiss back. It was still awkward and damned uncomfortable, on so many levels. My 
neck was starting to get a cramp and | think my mustache was probably a litle pricklier than what he was 
used to. 


It wasn't a very long kiss. Not very great, either, but then, | guess | didn't know what | was expecting. We 
broke apart after about ten seconds, and | had to force myself not to wipe my hand across my mouth. He 


seemed to be having the same problem. He was a trooper though. We were still putting on a show, so we stil 


had to act. We didn't look at the floor, we didn't turn away from each other. 


"You know, | think | actually do have to take a piss," | said, knowing something had to be said or the 
awkwardness of what had just happened would start to show. 


"You know the way. You don't need me to hold your hand, do you?" Wayne asked, looking pointedly down at our 
still-linked hands. 


"No," | said, and chuckled a little. "I think | can manage that on my own" 


Without any further ado, we parted, and | continued on my way to the men's room. It took all my will-power 
not to look in her direction. | could feel something like a gravitational pull the closer | got to her. Then | was 
past her, and in the narrow hallway headed to the men's room door. | was almost there, just another few 


steps- 


"| always knew you were a fag," | heard her say behind me. 

| sighed, knowing | couldn't escape her that easily. Bracing myself, | turned to face her. She stood there, her 
arms crossed under her breasts (they were too big and fake for her arms to cross over), standing in a pose 
meant to accentuate her curves. Not that | needed reminding. | guess she thought it would make me want to 
take a refresher course. 

"Didn't stop you from getting on my dick," | said. 


"So who takes it up the ass? You or him?" 


"You know, we haven't had the chance to find out. He doesn't fuck on the first date." | noticed her flinch. She'd 


let me fuck her two hours after we met. 

"Yeah, but you do," she shot back. 

"| never claimed / wasn't a slut," | reminded her. 

‘Oh whatever, Jon. You're just trying to make me jealous.” 


"Is it working?" | leaned my shoulder against the wall and put my hands in my pockets. This was actually kind of 


fun 
"You wish | wanted to fuck you. 

"And that's why lm dating a big rockstar." | smirked at my own joke. "Imagine that! Me, snagging a rockstar!" 
"Fuck you, Jon," she spat: 


"You already did. But as you can see, I've moved on to bigger and better things." | lifted my eyebrow 
suggestively at this last, and | could practically see the smoke curling from her ears. 


"You don't have to play these stupid little games," she said, stepping closer to me and reaching out to twist a 
bit of my hair around her finger. "Why can't you just admit you want me back?" 


| turned my head to get my hair from her grasp. "Because | don't." And with that, | turned and walked into the 


men's room. 


| almost expected her to follow me. It wouldn't be the first time. | was relieved when she didn't. | did what | 
came to do, washed my hands, and went back to my table. Leannah was nowhere to be seen, and my relief 


grew. | sat back down in my seat with a sigh. 


"You must have said something to her," Tamsin said. "She left in a huff after saying a few words to Wayne." 
| lifted an eyebrow and glanced over at him. "What'd she say?" 


"She just threatened to cut my dick off," he said with a shrug. "I told her you probably wouldn't like that very 


much." 

"So she's still fucked up on me," | said with a sigh. 

"| don't blame her. You're a good kisser." | couldn't help it. The deadpan way he said it made me laugh. 

"im not hearing this," Nick said, his head buried in his arms. 

"Jealous, Nick?" | asked, scooting my chair closer. "We're not exclusive, you know. There's enough of me to go 
around." | thought | heard a sob, but | could have been mistaken. | giggled an evil giggle and moved my chair 
back. 

"So Jon.. I'm nosy," Tamsin said. "What'd you think of my Wayney?" 


| looked over at Wayne, who was giving her another glare, and pondered. All | could think of to say was: 


"He tasted like Kaluha." 


